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Sartor Re sarins.
In the world, as in man, the essence is soul,
Not to be, not in part, but the causative whole
The basic condition that underlies
The varied phenomena greeting our eyes,
Is spirit, or if you prefer, call it thought;
The rest is a frail superstructure wrought
To body forth and symbolize
The eternal truths it typifies.

Of all the books of the changing ages,
1 scarce know one upon whose pages
Is stamped more boldly the passionate plea
For the spirit's supreme reality.
This work is a needed protestation
To the modern man of every station
'Gainst a world of matter without any soul,
'Gainst material mortals with dust for their goal.

But man so engaged has become with Truth's wrappings,
Earth's vanishing, garish, and counterfeit trappings,
The rush and the hurry, the din and the chatter,
So caught and ensnared in mere forms of matter,
That he misses the drift of the soul's still monitions,
And mistakes, through the senses, life's primal conditions.
Of the symbols of life an interpretation
Is proposed by every age and nation;
Indeed each individual heart,
In solving' this problem must bear a part;
And whether We face the issue or not,
For the flesh or the soul we are casting our 1

Like a mathematician failing to see
In such signs, or symbols, as A and B
Mere tangible forms in subject alliance
With the ruling, intangible laws of science,
Simply mechanical sign-posts, or stations,
Pointing' the way to thought relations.

If, through the blind medley of sensuous things,
We can catch the gleam of spirit wings,
And see in hill and flower and sod,
Incarnate, the thoughts of the Infinite God,
Like Sartor's hero, we've passed away
From the Everlasting Nay to Tea.

PAULINE V. ORE.

IO

33N

' " W
SaaraMK

•

"

B ShmI

*

i. v.< t-cKif® •.•••••;'-.;-vvi:.,.-

Faculty.
INSTRUCTORS AND OTHER OFFICERS.
ANDREW ARMSTRONG KINCANNON, President.

MISS FLORENCE 0. MOLLOY,
Acting Mistress of Normal Department.

ANDREW ARMSTRONG KINCANNON,
Professor of Political Economy and Civics.

MAY PAR1NH0LT JONES, M. D..
Mistress of Anatomy, Physiology, and Physical Culture.

MISS S. C. McLAURIN,
Business Principal.

MISS RUTH L. ROUDEBUSH,
Mistress of Bookkeeping and Penmanship.

JAMES M. BARROW,
Professor of Mathematics.

MISS EMMIE POWER,
Mistress of Phonography, Telegraphy, and Typewriting.

MISS PAULINE V. ORR,
Mistress of English.

MISS JEFFIE JOHNSON,
Mistress of Dressmaking.

MISS ROSA J. PEEBLES,
Mistress of Rhetoric.

LOUISE HOMES, M. D.,
Mistress of Pharmacy.

MISS MIRIAN PASLAY,
Mistress of Latin.

H. E. HOFFMEISTER,
Professor of Photography.

MRS. GESSNER TUTWILER SMITII,
Mistress of Modern Languages.

MISS MAMIE PENNELL,
Mistress of Fine Arts.

MRS. E. J. MOSBY,
Mistress of History and Philosophy.

MISS L. V. JOYCE,
Teacher of Normal and Industrial Art.

MISS CORA L. WALKER,
Mistress of Chemistry and physics.

MISS SUSIE WALKER,
Assistant in Mathematics.

MISS PRANCES 1'. HOOPER,
Afiotrpcc r»f Triolnp'V.
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History of Callaway-Orr Literary Society.

T

HE history of any literary society, from the very
nature of such an institution, can chronicle only a
few events or objective facts.
Since the life of
the Callaway-Orr Society has inevitably been a
subjective one, and since we realize that the meager facts
in its history, the imperfect attainments of its continually
advancing ideal, manifest in no true and full measure the
moving principle of its life, we shall attempt now to show
the internal growth, the spirit of the organization, rather
than the work it has done.
The Callaway-Orr Literary Society, as such, has
existed only since 1890; but the germ from which our
present vigorous institution has developed was nourished
into life in 1885. In the first years of the College, while
outside the friends of the school were waging battle for
its mere existence, while yet there was no library or read
ing-room to sustain such an undertaking, a great work
was begun within the College walls. A number of young
women, whose aim was to aid in bringing about such
conditions as would justify the maintenance of the Indus
trial Institute and College and in upholding the highest
standards of taste and culture, organized themselves into
the " Society Dialectic," and chose for themselves the
motto: " Labor is Genius,"—a motto which denoted the

determination of their band to overcome by sheer strength
of purpose.
Immediately coming to see that nothing could be
done towards the accomplishment of its literary designs
without books for reference and general reading, the
Society labored strenuously in getting up a library and,
with the cooperation of its sister institution, collected
about two hundred volumes.
In the fifth year of its existence " The Dialectic
Society " (quoting from Miss Paslay's address on the cele
bration of the eighth anniversary of the organization)
" gave unmistakable signs of growth, when it evinced its
recognition and admiration of lofty womanhood, when it
enforced its precepts by example, spurned the suggestion
there is nothing in a name, changed Dialectic to CallawayOrr." Nothing could indicate more clearly than this
change of name the advancement of the Society and the
heightening of its ideal. The newly adopted name served
then as it serves now, continually to remind the members
of what truly educated, noble womanhood is.
One of the material results of the inspiration afforded,
and influence exerted, by this most potent of names is the
Mary Callaway Scholarship, now in process of establish
ment. The scholarship is to be bestowed upon some

Mississippi girl who will strive worthily and earnestly to
emulate Miss Callaway and to live up to the standards
which she constantly held before " her girls."
Last year the clearer and stronger minds of the
organization perceived that their body, so rapidly increas
ing in members, was fast growing out of the control of its
officers, and first conceived of a plan which insures, at the
same time, easy control of the Society through the close
ness and intimacy of the relationships existing between
its members and accomplishment of greater ends by bring
ing into the Society only those girls who are moral and
intellectual forces in the School. This plan was to exclude
from membership all girls not belonging to College classes

and all others whose standing was not of the best. In
order that a girl's worth might be discovered before she
was asked to become a member, it was decided to delay
the sending out of the invitations for several months after
School opened. This decision was embodied in an amend
ment to the constitution.
Because of the close fellowship and strong unanimity
of interests existing among the members, the Society is
now on a firmer basis than ever before. What the future
holds in store for it is uncertain; yet we feel it can never
be anything else but an active, living force that shall lead
us on to high and noble ends.
ZULA MORRIS.
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Friday Evening-, November 8th, 1901.

Programme.
Scharwenker.

Miss LILLIAN COVINGTON.

Representative Poets of the First Quarter of the Nineteenth
Century.
Miss ZULA MORRIS.

On the Rock Coast of Scotland

Roll Call—Responses from Tennyson and Browning-.
Debate: "Resolved, That Tennyson is more truly represent
ative of his time than is Browning."
Affirmative:

McDowell.

Miss ETTA ATWELL.

MARY POTTS.

Negative:

MARGARET SCOTT.

Chaminade.

Scalf Dance
PEARLE HUBBARD.

Wordsworth, the Poet of Nature.

Browning.

" Herve Riel "

Miss BESSIE HOUSTON.

HELEN BROWNLEE.

Reading from " Ancient Mariner."
Solo:

Miss MARY POTTS.

" My Nightingale "

iuuirtg.

Friday Evening February 21st, 1902.

Programme.

Boat Song-

ICilrrarg

De Koven.
Miss EUGENIA DIXON.
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"Crossing the Bar"
EUGENIA DIXON.

Tennyson.

SHADOWS.
When the day is past,
And the purpling night
Gathers around my home,
In the still, dark room,
'Mid the somber gloom,
I watch the flickering shadows roam ;
And in the firelight's tender glow
I see again, and seeing, love,
The faces of long ago.
When the sunlight falls
Through the silent halls,
Ever I dwell alone ;
But the reign of night
And the soft firelight
Bring me again my own,
Till the rising breeze outside in the trees
Calls them again to roam ;
Then the red beams die,
And the dead ashes lie
Revealed in the cold moonlight.
NONA OLIVER ARCHER.

Peyton Literary Society.
3IOTTO :

"We Study for Light to Bless with Light."

COLORS:

OFFICERS.
Anniversarian
President
Vice-President
Recording Secretary
Corresponding Secretary
Treasurer
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Blue and Gold.
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ARTIE PEYTON
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"

M ETA TERNNAGE

ANNA L . THOMPSON
A . THOMPSON
MATTIE THORNTON
BIRD WALKER
KATIE LEE WALKER
MAMIE WEEMS
MARGIE WESTMORELAND
ANNIE WILSON
MARY WILKINS
MARY ANTHONY YOUNG

The History and Aim of the Peyton Society.

I

N giving the history of the Peyton Society, I shall
not attempt to outline the work the Society has done
in the past, but to show the soul or life-principle of
the Society as it has been developed by this work.
For after all, the real history of any existence is not an
account of the events occurring in that life, but a revela
tion of the parts these events have had in forming a
character.
The germ from which the Society as it now exists has
evolved—for every Society, like every individual, has a
character that by the slow results of time has grown from
a tiny thing to a definite power for good or for evil—is
found in the motto adopted fifteen years ago when the
Society was founded: " We study for light, to bless with
light." This motto was suggested by Mrs. Peyton, from
whom the Society took its name, and it was adopted as
embodying her ideal of what the spirit of such a union
should be—a spirit of constant striving to reach greater
heights, not merely for one's own sake, but for the sake
of others.
Feeling the need of a development that the daily
round of school duties does not give, the members eagerly
grasped the literary significance of this ideal. They
enjoyed the relaxation of the Friday evening meetings,

when they might, with no lurking consciousness of the
fateful grade-book, make known their best thoughts.
Realizing that nearly all their associations were deter
mined by chance or by necessity, and were thus restricted
within a narrow circle, and longing to enter into " the
eternal court of the noble and the wise," " to know with
them what is good, and to feel with them what is right
eous, ' they gladly took up the study of the writings of
the master minds.
But as the years passed the first glow of enthusiasm
cooled, and gradually the real meaning of the organization
was in a measure lost sight of. A system of petty rivalrv
sprang up, almost overshadowing the deeper purpose as
conceived in the motto. Of late years, however, there has
come to the observant a realization that the Society does
not stand for as much as it should, and with this knowl
edge has come a desire to make the Society a real power
for strengthening and uplifting the girls. With the mem
ories of Mrs. Peyton revived last year by the putting in of
the chapel window dedicated to her, came the remem
brance of the high ideal she held.
As a step towards making possible this ideal, it was
then decided that none but members of the College classes
should be allowed to become members of the Peyton
29

Society. This was done because it was thought that when
a girl enters a College class, she can then appreciate the
purpose of a literary organization and the value of the
work done there. Another reason for thus limiting the
number yearly invited to join the Society was that, with
such a large membership, it was impossible that all the
members should know each other personally and thus
help each other most efficiently.

For not only do we wish to make the Society stand
for literary achievement, but to make it a moral power in
the College—an influence that shall be felt in each girl's
life, drawing her always to higher things, helping her to
become mighty of heart and mighty of mind, to be truly
one who " blesses with light."

Programme.
Short History and Aim of the Peyton Literary Society.

Jfrrnrl) Sittrralitrr nf HIE Nmrtetttli (CEitiurn.

NONA ARCHER.

Piano Solo

Nocturne.
BLANCHE KNOX.

LESSIE MCGAIIEY.

History

Literary Societies in other Colleges,

CAROLINE HAND.

Funeral March

BENNIE WILL GIBSON.

Gurlitt.
MABIE CBITZ.

Literature of the Twentieth Century.
MARY MONTGOMERY.

Vocal Solo

Brief Outline of French Literature of the Nineteenth Century.

'.."For All Eternity."
MARY JOHNSON.

Poetry

BESSIE HEATH.

Fiction

RUBY JOHNSON.

Slumber Song

uto Mattie.
ZOE HORNE.
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MARY ALICE EDWARDS
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'Power Literary Society.
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The Power Literary Society.

I

N the spring of 1900, when our sister societies saw fit
not to invite us to join them, we of course felt just
a little hurt. However, the decision of the societies
was indeed a " blessing in disguise," for it aroused
a feeling of interest and good fellowship never before
manifested in the I. B. C. Class.
At the suggestion of several of our older friends, we
decided to organize two debating clubs. In these a great
interest was manifested, but owing to the environments
by which we were surrounded we had only one public
meeting before the close of school.
When we returned to school in the fall of 1901, we

aims sima (to united btates History Class)—
" W hat were the first signs of land? "
T TTT
c
« A 1
,
'
L I L L I A N S.— A branch of berries and a herd of
parrots.

thought it best to unite these clubs into a society, which
we called the Power Literary Society, in honor of our
dearie beloved friend. Colonel J. L. Power.
The membership of this Society is for the I. B. C.'s
and A. Normals exclusively. ()ur purpose is to aid girls
in a literary sense, and when we see the interest which is
show n, we feel that our efforts so far have not been in vain.
livery Friday night we have a private meeting. At
these meetings papers are read and the "topics of the
day " discussed. W e trv to have a public meeting one
Friday night in everv month, so as to let our sister
societies and the public know just what we are doing.

o-
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,
express package.
Rrnv " W hW "
v
• •
Lou 1 si". W.—" Because it was missent.'

In Connection with the Uisit of the Legislature.

Is < J

h*l

HE was a grave and rever
end Senior, and this was
well, for she had a weighty
matter to decide—in fact,
to state the case at once,
the most weighty which
womankind is called upon
to consider. Should she
use her charms against the interested though somewhat
cautious Senator, and lead him to make with herself a
happy and satisfactory arrangement which would give
her that feeling of security which only such a thing can
give; or, should she allow that fascinating and persevering
young reporter to take her quite " off her feet " and land
her in " love in a cottage "?
Such was the state of her mind when the dinner-bell
reminded her that her most immediate duty was to go
down and help both of them make the best of " boardingschool fare." There was no time to think the matter over
carefully, so she decided to trust to fate, and take what the
gods offered.

had in fact treated her like a little sister, and had even
ventured to give her good advice. Certainly, though, he
had proved conclusively that it would take an angel to get
along with him. there was Jack! If she had just shown
a little more consideration for him, even if he was only a
reporter. One should treat reporters with common
decency. Then at the last, when she had tried to make
up for her past neglect to some extent, even Jack had been
a little queer, and hadn't said much except that he wanted
to send her something when she graduated (a fan, most
likely, she said to herself), and hoped she would accept it.
Well, of course she said that anything he sent would be
treasured, etc.—and then he just left.
Examinations over at last. Just one more day, and
all would be over. Everything seemed to be happening
at once; everybody coming or sending things. Then
Jack had not forgotten,—he said he never had since the
first moment he saw her. But times were hard, although
he had gotten a " rise," and he was worried about sending
her something. Finally, to ease his mind, his " boss " just
took the matter in hand and sent him, and of course after
all she had said, there really wasn't anything else to do
but accept the thing and make the best of it. Then, of
course, too, she just had to pretend to like it, and, well—
well, she almost fooled herself.

Yes, they were really gone— Senators, Representa
tives, reporters, and even the candy which they had left
behind them. And had she anything to show for their
visit? The Senator—well, the Senator had been horrid—
39

. Hight .

Kloouligfat—and htautn's canopy
I s studded mitfa many a star.
5^nd tf|t soft summer hrotzes uifaisper
Snatches caugfat irotn afar.
Silence-and oner around its all
3V p e a c e f u l s t i l l n e s s r e i g n s ;
Ito uotce of earthly mortal noio
8" It i s f a c a u e n l y q u i e t p r o f a n e s .

*2" is nigfat-and toeary nature sleeps.
Hesting after a long summer Clay,

Hlfaile dreams and u i s i o u s fanciful
Tltt tfarougfa facr mind altoay.
^loite—and yet not lonely.
^ r o e d fay tfae majestic sigfat.
T i l l e d t o i t fa t f a o u g f a t s i n e x p r e s s i b l e
3 stand, in fiod's great nigfat.
Tallie ITtcdJuiston.
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A Reverie.

N

OT long since, in turning about a heap of old
magazines, books, and papers, yellowed and
rumpled with age, I came across a dear little
memory-book which I kept years ago when I
attended the country school. I picked up the longcherished relic of my childhood days and, slowly and
tenderly, I turned the sacred leaves. Here was my first
theme—about ten lines. What a wonderful masterpiece I
thought it was then! There was a problem carefully and
laboriously solved. For this piece of work I had received a
prize—a little blue book, a copy of " Robinson Crusoe."
Thus I seemed to live in the past. What are those
curiously drawn figures over there? Why, one is a like
ness of our stern old schoolmaster, striding up and down
the room, cane in hand, attempting to watch each of us
with his one small black eye. The other picture is one
drawn by a certain girl of the boy whom she liked best
of all. She, of course, flattered him, but really he was a
handsome child. (Don't think I drew those pictures.)
Further over in the back of the book, I spied a small
piece of bark tied with a white ribbon. Why did I put
that there? What does it mean? Oh, yes; how could I
forget? It came from an old tattered, storm-beaten oak
which stood in front of our little school-house door. Well

do I remember that tremendous old tree when, in its
youth, the heavy branches hung almost to the ground,
and the trunk was made sleek by the sliding up and down
of small boys, who often left fragments of their trousers
attached thereto. Especially do 1 recollect the limb we
girls used to swing on, and how the boys used to plead
for just one round; but this pleasure we forbade them. It
was under this tree that, at noon recess, we girls and boys
collected in groups to chat and eat our gingerbread,
potatoes, sandwiches, etc. Sometimes the boys would
have their pockets filled with candy, apples, or chestnuts,
and how proud I always felt when the very nicest,
smartest boy in school would come near me and, in his
shy way, say, " Hold fast all I give you," and then fill
my lap from his plenteous store of goodies.
But, one day this boy did not come to school. How
miserable I felt. Oh, so lonely did it seem. I didn't relish
my lunch. Y\ hat was the matter? He had never missed
school since I could remember. Day after day passed and
yet his seat was empty. The report spread that he had a
severe attack of pneumonia, and that his recovery was
doubtful. How my heart ached! The lump would rise
in my throat. My lessons were learned badly and recited
worse. Finally, one morning the doctor came to the
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school house and said the child could not live until night.
I could no longer wait. I could not miss seeing him once
more. 'T was recess. I slipped in the house, got my cap,
and started as fast as I could go. It was nearly a mile
and I reached his home almost breathless. Quietly I
stole through a side door, down the long hall to his little
room, where we two had spent many happy hours playing
paper dolls. There I beheld a sight such as I had never
seen before, and one which shall ever be vivid in my
memory. His resting form lay on the little white bed.
Not a soul was near. Why had they left him alone and
uncared for? Slowly and cautiously I advanced near his
side. He moved not. His eyes were closed; no sign of
pain remained. I fancied he was better and was sleeping.

I listened intently for his breathing—not a sound! I
ventured to touch his slender hand with mine—horrors!
Was this what I had heard called death? Could it be
possible? I shuddered and, with a scream, threw myself
prostrate on the floor and gave vent to my grief. Some
kind hand came and carried me away. He was dead.
Since that day, I have never attended the same school.
Two years ago I visited the old place. The little oneroom building has given place to a larger one. The dear
old oak is dying now. Only a few branches remain, and
these seem to be continually sighing, " Life is short and
we too must soon pass away.
1 hen only the memorybook will be left of the joys and sorrows of those days
P AST -
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MARY STKNNIS.
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Senior Class.
MOTTO :

" Esse Quam Videri. "

FLOWER :

STELLA BAYLIS

Daisy.

Columbia, Miss.
" Her hopes and friends are numberless."

MARY ALICE EDWARDS

Sluiqualak, Miss.

" A sou],
So full of summer warmth, so glad,
So healthy, sound, and clear, and whole."

BESSIE WEAVER HOUSTON
" 1 seem to he tired a little, that's all,
And long- for rest."
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Meridian, Miss.

ELi'

I

I

MARY RAWLINGS JOHNSON

C1i„ton,

Miss.

" Sweet bird-like voice, most musical, most melancholy."

MARTHA LOUISE MELTON

Meridian, Miss.

" If you kissed her feet a thousand years,
She still would take the praise, and care no more."

CLAUDIA BROWNRIGG MCQUISTON
None but herself can be her parallel."

Aberdeen, Miss.

Comersville, Miss.

MARY MONTGOMERY

Lexington, Miss.

EFFIE EUCII.K MOORE
" S I1 v s h e w a s . a n d 1 t h o u g h t h e r c o l d .

MARY VICTORIA PERRY
This maiden hath no touch of love,
A maiden, 't is true- pure iron, fashioned for a sword.
And man she loves not."

Sardis, Miss

MARY POTTS

Kosciusko, Miss.
•' I will know if there be any faith in man."

MARGARET WHITSETT SCOTT

Poplarville, Miss.

" I am not made of so slight elements."

Shubuta, Miss.

MAMIE WEEKS
" A head,

So full of grace and beauty! would that mine were half so
gracious."
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Senior Class Song.
(AIR: "Honeysuc kle and the Bee."')
We have been here long- indeed, and I think we really need
A little song- to help us on our way;
We have seen hard times, you know, and we 're feeling- sorter
slow—
A thing- we do with all our hearts deplore.
Years ago, we straggled in, no two of us any kin,
Though our number then was larger much than now;
And each year that's passed us o 'er, has left fewer than
before—
And now we come to one which takes us all!

Now the days are passing fast—soon will come the very last;
Our ways apart we will g-o then.
There '11 be unfamiliar faces, other girls will take our places,
And we 110 more will all meet here again.
But we feel't were better so, and on our way we '11 gladly g*o.
No matter what our fate may be;
But we '11 try to make it plain, that the years have not been
vain
Which we've spent here at our I. I. and 0.

CIIOBUS.
We are the jolly, jolly g-irls of nineteen and two;
We really, really hope that soon we '11 be through—
Then we '11 be happy, happy, yes, as happy as can be,
For we '11 not have to come back ag-ain in nineteen and three.

We have had hard times, we "ve said, and we would not have
you led
To think we g-et off easy now.
YYe have chemistry each day, and we nearly pass away,
For it seems we can not conquer it " nohow."
We have books to buy galore; this also we do deplore;
Our pocketbooks are looking thin and pale.
We have other troubles too, which we will not tell to you,
For we fear that it would be of no avail.

Y^ENIORS

^L^ERNATIUE.

Senioz Class Histozy.
I is said that there is strength in
numbers, but whether this state
ment is true or not remains to be
proved. For we, the class of nine
teen and two—we, the faithful
twelve—are still on the field
of
action. Five long years we have
been here, constantly pressing for
ward to that day in June that is
to be the first landmark in the
history of our lives—Graduation Day. But come, let us
review the past.
It was in A. Normal that we started almost one hun
dred strong. Flow dear to our hearts are those days when
yet we had not dreamed of plotting points or following
subtle lines of philosophical thought. Indeed, those were
the days in which our souls were glowing with ambition to
spend our lives in deep search after knowledge. Then
it was that we determined to " Drink deep or taste not the
Pierian Spring.
Now, had we space enough here, we
could doubtless hold you spellbound with an enumeration
of the happenings of this year. But for reasons best
known to ourselves and for some memories that still
cluster around the Commercial room (that is where our

entrance Exams, were held), we pass on to take our
place with the " College classes." I think I can truthfully
say that the I. I. and C. never entertained a more enthu
siastic h leshman class than we were in the beginning.
1. is true, our ranks were considerably cut down by those
who felt that there was something else in life besides a
continual striving ; but, as we could not comprehend
such an idea, we turned our thoughts from them and
eageih embraced the two new-comers who joined us this
year. We immediately decided that they were exceedingly sensible, and remarkably bright young ladies too,
since they entered Freshman and since we entered,—but
let us proceed.
Just here the book of knowledge began to be opened
up to us, and we found to our dismay that we were not of
such vital importance after all; that, " In the boundless
universe, were boundless better, boundless worse." Then,
too, we learned the startling fact that we knew nothing,
and from that day to this, we have net gotten over the
shock. Dear Reader, we knew what it was to eat humble
pie, and oftentimes without any sauce on it, either. We
wept with Mariana,' crossed the Rubicon with Caesar
on rafts of " Indirect Discourse. And, I am frank to con
fess, the rafts were not always properly constructed.

Finally, however, we reached Sophomore. .Again we did
not all return, but this time there was a wavering' in our
minds as to whether or not those who remained at home
were not the wise ones. In fact, the ardent desire to
shine as intellectual stars seemed to be failing, and there
was a longing in our hearts for something else (though
we dared not express these longings openly). So in our
despair we turned to Thackeray and Scott for comfort,
and even tried to conjecture for poor Lamb a love affair.
"W e wondered how it was that our two new friends who
joined us this year could be so enthusiastic over text
books. However, since we were considered by the lower
classes as being particularly bright, we went to work with
new vigor, earnestly determining, "Esse quam videri."
'T is true, Sophomore seemed especially adapted to mak
ing us practical, for we had Mathematics all the year.
But somehow it had an opposite effect upon us, and by
the time we reached Junior, some of us were so senti
mental as to be reading' the " Browning Love Letters,"
" Because I Love You," and " Riley's Love Lyrics."
And by the time we had wrestled with " Client." and
Analytics all through the spring months, all of us save one
had rashly determined not to spend our lives with the
classics, but to consult the god Hymen as soon as possible.
Regardless, however, of all difficulties, we marched
breast forward until we stood on the topmost round of
the ladder—the Senior year. Why, even the sun stood
still and smiled down upon us, as we entered these classic
halls on the 25th of September, nineteen hundred and one,

and determined to shape affairs for the next nine months.
Of course we expected to revolutionize things, for is not
this the age of revolution and change? But somehow,
after the first few days, things became settled, and, strange
to relate—aye, passing strange—all went along in the
same old way. In fact, had it not been for our white
collars and gowns (the distinguishing characteristics of
the Senior), we were in danger of being lost sight of in
the great body of the five hundred. These accessories
were assiduously clung to, lest, at any time, we should be
taken unawares by some well-meaning and sympathizing
Prep who might chance to come up to us in a sisterly
way (as is oftentimes their wont) and say, " Is this your
first year?" And so the days passed on. We became
accustomed to our Senior dignity and took it as a matter
of course that we should be g'iven a few privileges. For
instance, being allowed to " go up town," and talk over
the telephone. As to the teachers, we know that they are
our tried and trusted friends, and though they may some
times misunderstand our motives and be forced to remind
us that even Seniors must obey rules, we try to take it all
in good faith, and to " welcome each rebuff that turns
earth's smoothness rough."
So closes our history, of which we have given you
but a random scheme. Soon we will leave these classic
halls and then—what next? I hat is the question which
v e should like for you to answer for us, for it is the one,
and only one, which the I. 1. and C. has not solved satis
factorily.
STELLA BAYLIS.
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Last Will and Testament of the Senioz Class.

K

NOW ALL MEN BY THESE PRESENTS: We the
Senior Class of the Industrial Institute and Col
lege, fully assured that the day of our departure
is approaching, after long years of close applica
tion to Geometry, Analytics, Chemistry, et cetera, ad
infinitum; ever mindful of the irreparable loss the afore
said institution will sustain through the aforesaid depar
ture, at the same time being in full possession of our
faculties, do make and publish this our last will and
testament.
FIRST: Being of a singularly magnanimous nature,
and ever eager to display this amiable spirit, we do hereby
bequeath to the Junior Class the Senior Tennis Court;
at the same time granting them our forgiveness for their
greed and illegitimate possession of a certain tennis court,
destined for us, but—occupied by them.
SECOND: We bequeath to the Junior Class Senior
Hall, and all its hallowed privileges. Long may their
melodious voices disturb the quiet of this our former, ever

beloved domicile! But we warn them that in the pride
of their new dignity they forget not that even Seniors will
be reproved for a slight deviation from the Rules and
Regulations so forcibly and clearly set forth 011 our doors.
We refer with sadness especially to the fifteen-minute bell.
THIRD: We bequeath to our successors the sole
use of white collars.
FOURTH : We bequeath the power of calling together
the student body for consideration of matters involving life
and death. Beware, successors—beware of misrepresenta
tion.
FIFTH : We bequeath to our worthy Junior Class
this our dearest pleasure and pride: our Laboratory.
With tears we leave to our successors bottles of acids,
so neatly washed, and so neatly labeled. We bequeath,
best of gifts, our Laboratory desks, that have perchance
seen dreary days.
But remember, oh, ye Juniors, Seniors are but mortal
and alas, do sometimes err.
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Demerits are a trivial theme,
For the girl is lost who thinks it;
Demerits are more than they seem.

Life.

Demerits are real, demerits are earnest,
And to hit us is their goal;
Demerits to-day, demerits to-morrow,—
O, 't is galling to the soul!

i is not joy, 't is all sorrow,
In this hard A. Normal way.
We so act that each to-morrow
Brings demerits as to-day.
Our lessons are long, but time is fleeting,
And our hearts though tough at last,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating,
As demerits among us they cast.

Trust no Junior, trust no Senior—
Let no teacher be your friend;
Keep at work to dodge demerits;
If you don't, you '11 never win.

Lives of Freshmen all remind us
We can get a little worse,
And departing, leave behind us
More demerits than at first.
Demerits
Toiling
A forlorn
Seeing,

that perhaps another,
o'er these dreadful tasks,
and hopeless sister,
shall grow fainter fast.

Let us then be up and doing,
And resigned to any fate;
W ith demerits still increasing,
Learn to labor and to wait.
C. M.
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(1) Mary Chamberlin
(2) Belle Chamberlin
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(4) Margaret Hodges
(5) Bennie Will Gibson
(6) Claude McQuiston

(7) Carl Molloy
(8) Zula Morris
(9) Ethel Poindexter

(10) Marguerite Eckford
(11) Mable Hiscox

(2) President, MABLE HISCOX.

(3) Historian, PEARL TURNER.

(1) Poet, NONA ARCHER.

Class of 'o3.

W

ITHOUT preface and simply, the beginningwas in I. B. C.; then followed A. Normal,
the two being known collectively as Prep.
Unfortunately, only a few remain who there
pored over Thanatopsis and crammed Vision of Sir Launfal by the yard, but the most general impression of that
time seems to be that it was one of misunderstanding and
sorrow, of longing for the glorious dignity of Freshman,

and of unbounded admiration for the Seniors. In A.
Normal came the fearful visitation of demerits—indeed,
they would have been too numerous to mention had it
not been that they gave inspiration for one of our best
known College classics, " The Psalm of Life of an A.
Normal."
But we passed on from that as well as from parsing,
O good to relate! Then we learned that Yercingetorix

had been called a friend and ally by Csesar, and by the
Roman people; but far worse, we had to put this interest
ing fact into Indirect Discourse. It was also a time of
theme writing- of making of themes there truly seemed
to be no end, to us. Everything we had ever heard of, or
dreamed of, for that matter, was faithfully and laboriously
1ecorded, and still it was not enough. Uncle Jim had to
have an assistant to help empty Miss Peebles's wastebasket, and she herself could scarcely get over, in a digni
fied manner—that is, the heap of papers left on the floor.
Even while the majority of us were having the measles our
attention was divided between doing that and thinking of
a way to wedge in synonyms. Not content with that, we
must even do originals until we dreamed, from ten to six
forty-five, of planes that were continually bisecting innum
erable dihedrals, of trisecting right angles, and of variables
that had no limits.
Next we came to Sophomore. Everything in that
long-looked-forward-to place is a hollow mockery except
work. J hat isn't. There were so many of us then, the
class having been powerfully augmented in Freshman,
that we overran the west side of the Chapel and had to
adjourn to the Gallery. That, however, is a very nice
place to be in when you have met for the purpose of
practicing songs. But to return to the woe and the joy of
it. W e made such an extended study of Ancient Litera
ture that there was standing-room onlv, or else room on
the flooi, in the Library. \\ e had to make up that long

standing delinquency in Green's History. A few of us
even, were discovered surreptitiously perusing Pilgrim's
Progress—think of that, after having been told to do it
from I. L. C. up! In Physics we learned things never
dreamed of before in our philosophy—even that the amount
of horse power does not depend upon the strength of
the horse. In addition to that, we broke beakers, said to
belong to the Juniors. At the first of Physiology we
began to have that tired feeling, and by Examination we
had hardly strength to go to a class meeting. But one of
our members rendered our so doing absolutely necessary
by her extreme personal neatness. It was feared that her
example would so influence the others of the class that the
standard of dress would be raised. We had had enough
of standard raising in English and Latin.
One of the pleasures of the year was the reception
given to the class, on New Year's night, by our president.
A thing like that—even the remembrance of it, in fact—
will balance much misery.
Besides its other activities, the class manifested
wonderful interest in Floriculture and Athletics. One
couldn t go out in the park without meeting maidens
aimed either with tennis rackets or with watering pots,
while others might be seen carefully tending black eyes,
the proud results of basketball. W ithout a doubt, we
lived then, in every sense of the word—not to speak of that
last feast on the fourth floor, conducted in a low tone of
\oice; but with a view to holding other like festivities, it

is considered best not to tell how, when, and just where,
it took place—lest we be plucked.
Now what before undreamed of glory is ours. The
caps and gowns become us well, and our heads did almost
swell over the unwonted honor of entertaining the legis
lators. We enjoyed that immensely. Besides that, we
were entertained by the Seniors. Of all the ghostly affairs
we had ever participated in, that promised to be the most
so. But, after the ordeal of being conducted from un
earthly places by still more unearthly shades, we were
allowed to recover in a most delightful way, nor were the
glimpses we got into the future particularly gruesome. But
Junior is by no means a bed of roses, or an eternal paradise.
And any one who thinks so may just come and take Ana
lytics and Chemistry, Pedagogy, Latin, Modern Lan
guages, and Anglo-Saxon, " all in a lump." It is certainly
a wonder that we have lived this long, being so bright to
start with, and having been so systematically stuffed for
five years. But at last our faculties seem to be failing. We
are no longer able to remember the exceptions that prove

the rule in Anglo-Saxon, with the untouched vigor of I. B.
C.'s. This is doubtless due to the reckless way in which
we collected long and striking adjectives to be used in
telling of Livy's style. How purely delightful it was to
know that when Hannibal was a boy nine years old, his
father made him swear eternal enmity to Rome; and
what uplifting rapture we feel when sacrificing personal
appearance and skirts in the interest of science. The onlv
thing that can in any way come up to this in sublimeness
is taking French dictation. Now, singing " Die Lorelei "
and class songs is another matter—it is just commonplace
fun.
Our class has been about as good as, and not much
worse than, other classes. \\ e have had three presidents,
innumerable meetings, and no end of good times through
out. Keeping our motto in mind, we hope to press on
to Senior, now not so far away, and there gain the dis
tinction we have not gotten so far.
PEARL TURNER.

The Classes of the I. L and C.
At this great fountainhead of knowledge,
The Industrial Institute and College,
We take six distinctive steps,
Beginning- when we are mere little Preps.

But of all the classes at the I. I. and C.,
It has been said (to which I heartily agree)
That all of the hardships and the scoffs
Are vented on the poor, mistreated Sophs.

The hig-hest of all is our white-collar maidens,
Whose heads presumably with knowledge are laden,
And who you would think, abhor the sight of manNot even talking to one when they can.

So whenever you see a girl with her eyes
Either very weak or covered with sties,
After moans and groans she will tell you at last
Of the hardships of the above-named class.

But ah! my dear friends, you don't begin to know
How much some of them think of their beaux,
And how Cupid's mischievous dart
Has left its mark on every one of their hearts.

The happiest crowd of girls alive '
Are the members of the class of 1905,
For, though they have advanced just one step,
They are no longer classed with the Preps.

Our numerous talkers on making a home
Could just as well let the Seniors alone,
For right sure we are that they '11 never tarry
To take their very first chance to marry.

The A. Normals and I. B. C.'s
Are the most enterprising at the I. I. and C.,
For they have determined to improve all their hours
And make of every one of themselves " Powers."

But the Juniors are just the other way,
For now has come to them the day
When they must put man-worship down
And adore and worship that cap and gown.

So you see we have a long road to travel,
And many hard things with which to grapple;
But your head is certainly stuffed with knowledge
It hen you get a diploma from the Industrial Institute and
College.

Though formerly other things have entered their heads,
They must be forgotten and buried with the dead,
And they think that their reasons are ample
For expecting all others to follow their example.

• -B- -Written by a member of that class whose
mental ability the teachers consider unparalleled."
Notice the rhvme- -are the feet mates?
60

(1) President, BESSIE EDWARDS.

T

(2) Historis

ALICE CURRY.

(3) Poet, MARGARET HODGES.

Histozy of the Class of '04.

HIS intelligent class of the Industrial Institute and
College began its brilliant career in September,
1898. Although there are comparatively few of
us left to relate the trials of that first year, we can
truly say that all the hardships of a " new girl " were
undergone courageously, and as you see, very success
fully. But the large number of one hundred and fifty

girls that then entered this class, has so decreased that
now less than fifty remain. Nevertheless, our loss of
these one hundred class-mates has been another's gain,
for they have either made happy homes or blessed and
brightened the many school-rooms of our State. And
without them, we have plodded onward and upward,
until, at last, we have realized a Freshman's ambition,

until now we are soon to cross the threshold of Junior.
It is amusing to notice in how many different ways
we are considered. The preparatory classes regard us as
remarkable geniuses on account of our exalted position
as Sophomores. The Freshmen look at us and sigh, as
much as to say, " Would that we were there!" The
Juniors seem to have forgotten very quickly " the difficult
passages and narrow ways that lead through the bound
aries " of this class; for apparently they scorn us, though
in reality, they admire us. But the Seniors—the dear
Seniors—are very proud of this class of 1904; at least, we
think they are.
And well they may be, too; for the teachers show that
they know that our mental ability is unparalleled, since
they always assign us the most difficult tasks. Last
session, we thought that we had exhausted subjects for
themes; this session, we have realized, much to our
sorrow, that they are increasing variables that never will
reach their limits. But I must admit that, since the intro

duction of such interesting games as tennis and basket
ball, we have, to a very limited extent, however, neglected
our work. Nevertheless, there has been no perceptible
change in our recitations. Why, we were so delighted
with tennis that we actually cleared the court of grass
with our own soft fingers.
The one and only line in which our admirable class
has not won distinction, is that of politics. The other
classes call very tumultuous assemblies that usually ter
minate in presidental elections ; but not so with the Sopho
mores. Our meetings are always quiet and orderly. For
lo, these many years, we have been advancing peace
fully as becomes the progress of intellectual girls. Noth
ing extraordinary has occurred to break the monotony of
our silent march. \ et we hope that the immortal gods
will be propitious and that the fates have in store for us
a bright and better future,—brighter and better, as we
deserve.
ALICE CURRY, Historian.

FRESHMAN (to Librarian), referring to her list—" Have you a King James edition of the Bible?"
SENIOR (studying German)—" Stets—I wonder what that means. Oh, I know. It's from sto, stare."
SENIOR

" If I don't do anything else before I leave here, I certainly do mean to have a good complexion."
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(1) President, MARIE CRITZ.

(2) Historian, -JEAN OLIVER.

(3) Poet, MAY ALDRIDGE.

History of Class of 'o5.

5

0ME classes enter great, some achieve greatness,
and others have greatness thrust upon them. We
are waiting for our greatness to come, since we
neither entered great nor as yet have acquired
greatness. We left our mothers' apron-strings at a very
early stage of life, and our childishness was felt keenly by
both president and faculty. If we had nothing else in our
favor, we at least had youth. When we left our homes
three years ago it seemed more probable that we were
going to a kindergarten than to a College.
One year among our friends in the first preparatory
classes changed us greatly, and when we returned the
following fall to resume our studies in the A. Normal
Class, we had left the childish state and, although we

had not yet become thoroughly acquainted with all that is
expected of a college class, could cope with our Freshman
friends in most particulars; yet we were deprived of the
privilege of becoming members of the literary societies
and had to suffer the humiliating taunts of the Freshmen,
who persisted in calling us " Preps."
We are Freshmen this year and are prominent in
athletics, in societies, in the faculty meetings; in fact, we
occupy a conspicuous place in every sphere of College life.
We have never shown the greatness that lies dormant
within us, but before we leave school this year, we hope to
show what the Freshman Class of nineteen hundred and
two can do.
HISTORIAN.

esment, notnsE WILLIAMSOK

I

2.

Historian, Sn»Ev GAV

3.

Poet. EStei,.e

MlTc„ELx.

History of the A. Normal Class.

X the fall of 1900 there entered the classic halls of the
Industrial Institute and College a body of maidens
two hundred strong. The first few months of our
eventful career are hidden by a veil of tears, but
these months happened to be short ones, and we soon
became very much interested in our studies.
Our first president was Hattie Clay, who did not
return this year, so the class was called together and
Louise \\ illiamson was made our next president.

W e entered College,stimulated by the hope of becom
ing Callaway-Orrs or Peytons; but our older sisters of
those stately societies decided we were too young and
undignified to join. So we determined not to be outdone
and organized two clubs of our own. This year we united
the two clubs into the Power Literary Society, named
m memory of our tried and trusted friend, the late Colonel
J. L. Power.
HISTORIAN.

(3)

ADFXT,E HERBERT, Poet,

I. B. C. History

O

UR class can not boast of a long line of noble deeds.
Unlike the Seniors and Juniors, we can not look
back on five or six years gloriously spent in doing
such things as seeing Caesar build a bridge; pretend
ing to understand the mysteries of electrolysis; listen
ing to Vergil as he recounts the wanderings of CEneas;
or even building wonderful pasteboard figures supposed

to represent deep-hidden geometrical truths.
No, our
glory is yet to be !
And vet we are not entirely lacking in honor. To
us, the I. II. C.'s, Mrs. Moon has already introduced that
hero, Marley's Ghost! We understand the deep mysteries
of the metric system; we have learned to make the same
word mean " on a table," " under a table," " by a table,"

'With a table," and " for a table." But yet this is not all!
1 o no other class in school is accorded the pleasure of
learning the secrets of that most beautiful of the fine arts—
the secret of right curves, up, and left curves down. In
tact, all the other classes envy us. At any time one can,
bv listening intently, hear a sigh from an aged Senior as
she says, " O Youth ! return ! O, give me back rnv I B C
days! "

But turning now from these lighter thoughts and vain
exclamations, there is another advantage which we, the
members of both the preparatory classes, have over those
of the Collegiate Department—an advantage which we
fully appreciate. We have the privilege of being mem
bers of one of the best and most elevating literary societies
m the College—the " Power Literary Society," named
for Colonel Power, one of Mississippi's most noble men.
HISTORIAN.
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" Uncle Jim."

I

N the autum of '85 when the College was established,
a comparatively young negro was entrusted with
the College mail. Faithful and true he has ever been
to the girls in blue. Never a day has come when
" Uncle Jim " has been too hurried or too decrepit to do
the small favors for the girls. He has grown old along
with the College. Although his step is slower and his hair
whiter than of old, still, it is to him that every one turns
when things are not just right. With his mail-bag on
his shoulder and stick in hand, an expression of genuine
kindness, yea, even nobleness, in his face, " Uncle Jim "
would remind any Southerner that all of the Old South
has not passed away.

7i

The Decision of Fate.
ROM all outside appear
ances it was only a
dilapidated
looking
flat. It was impossible
to think of warmth
and brightness in con
nection with the in
hospitable walls of
this establishment, for
their broad, stained sides scowled all day long at the sun's
attempts to brighten them. Even the ivy, which had
striven to hide their ugliness in attempting to crawl over
the sides, seemed discouraged and made little progress.
Yet the outside gloom was in striking contrast to
the brightness shut up within. One especially bright
spot was a cheerful, cozy sitting-room, which would have
reflected its brightness on the outside into the street, had
it not been that the shutters were pulled down closely and
the curtains drawn. A cheerful fire was burning brightly
on the hearth, the light of which brought out clearly and
distinctly the features of a girl who was silently musing
before it, with her eyes fixed steadfastly upon its flickeringflames.
Her face was serious and her whole attitude
showed that she was considering something which con

cerned her deeply. She had a letter in her hand which
she looked at occasionally, as though she doubted its
contents.
What could the letter have said to cause the girl to
be in such a brown study? She now began to read it in
a low tone, as if to assure herself of its contents. It ran
like this :
MY DEAR MARIAN: I am delighted to hear of your
return home and the laurels you have won for yourself
at College. I hope you are going to let me have the
pleasure of seeing you soon. My work has been so severe
and confining lately, that I have decided to take a month's
vacation. I think your climate contains all I need to
restore me to my former self, and, if you are willing, I
will be in your town a week from to-day. Write and let
me know whether I may come.
Yours, as ever,
March 5, 190—.
JACK WILFORD.

And so it happened that the record of the College
was really about to be broken,—that a graduate of a Col
lege which for all time previous had turned out spinsters
upon the world, was on the eve of being entangled in a
love affair. The girl almost shuddered to think of what
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her classmates of the preceding year would say to her,
should she tell them of her entanglement. She deter
mined at once to keep the matter a secret from them at
least.
Yet what should be done about Jack's visit? She
knew exactly how it would terminate, for hadn't he told
her over and over again of his love for her, and that she
must marry him when she finished College? He had even
told her that he didn't believe in the higher education of
women; but that was when she told him of her intention
of going to \ assar the year after finishing at her own
State College. Poor boy! he couldn't understand why
women should desire anything more agreeable than beiim
helpmates to the lords of creation.
Marian was likewise conscious of her own fondness
for this man, with all his vanity. In fact, she had often
felt that she could not get along without him ; for he had
been a very admirable adorer for a long time. Yet could
she give up her long-cherished hope of continuing her
College work and becoming a star in the literarv world?
She remembered how faithfully and well she and her
classmates had marked out their life career the year
before, and had firmly resolved to carry out their plans at
whatever cost. And now so soon after, she was even
contemplating another course. She wondered if any of
her classmates had to undergo similar experiences. She
was certain they would remain true to their promise what

ever happened, and would think her a very fickle mortal
if she should be false to hers.
Still, how delightful a visit from Jack would be!
How they would enjoy spending the long evening
together, simply enjoying the pleasure of being together
alter the year's separation. It would reallv seem strange
to refuse to let him come, especially since he was in the
habit of coming every year before on her return home
°w h o w w as the matter to be settled? As she sat gazing
into the fire the minutes passed into hours. Still she had
come to no definite decision. Yet. the letter had to be
answered that night. What should she write?
. -^ t e r waiting some time for an inspiration, she re
ceived a happy thought. Suppose she should write one
letter in which she would give her consent to his coming
and another one, in which she refused it. In this way
she might free herself from all responsibility of making a
choice. She was not long about writing the letters, and
was careful to seal them and address them exactly alike, in
order that she would be unable to tell which was which.
S le then went to bed very much relieved that such a
leavy burden had rolled from her shoulders, yet hoping
that the fates would be propitious.
The next morning, she was inclined to think her plan
rather unsafe, yet the desire to try it had taken such a
strong hold upon her that she could not resist the tempta
tion of risking it. So. hurriedly picking up one of the

letters, she went downstairs, and handed it to the passing
postman, but not without a silent tremor. Her very
fingers tingled with curiosity now that the decision was
over. She determined to open the unmailed letter, to
know her fate. But she found on her return that the
letter had been moved from her desk. She was sure, how
ever, the servant had destroyed it, so she decided to saynothing about it, and to await the decision which fate
would make for her. Yet, as day succeeded day, Marian
discovered that the uncertainty which she had to endure
was proving almost more than she could bear. By the
time the week had passed, she was almost at her wit's
end. Finally the day he had appointed to come arrived.
Marian prepared for his coming. She dressed with
unusual care, and more than once cast long, disapproving
glances at the graceful figure in the mirror, because
the face wasn't as pretty as -she should have liked it.
When she finished, she consoled herself with having done
her duty. Jack would have to take her just as she was—
provided he came.
1 hen began the waiting. Each moment seemed a life-

ETTA —" I am so tired of writing harmony.
I '11 marry."
MAGGIE —" You '11 have to cook it then."

I think

Miss PASLAY —" Where is Miss Smith to-dav?"
BERTHA —" She has been translated to Section B."

mWm

time. Marian looked nervously at the clock and watched
the hands move slowly in their circuit. What if he didn't
come! Really she was very silly to have trusted her fate
thus ! At any rate, she had learned a lesson which she
would not be likely to forget. The waiting continued.
Marian was about to decide that the wrong letter had been
sent. What could be done?
She was about to give over to her feelings, when she
was fortunately prevented by the announcement of " Mr.
Jack Wilford."
How the name thrilled her ! She did not recover her
self until she had entered the room. She raised her eyes
to his. They were bright and joyful. As soon as she
had composed herself sufficiently, she said : " Jack, I was
afraid you wouldn't come." He took her hand and looked
at the face before him for a long time. " Marian, were
you reallv expecting me? Do relieve me of the uncer
tainty which your two letters caused."
" Jack," she said softly, " I could never have been
happy any more, if you had failed to come."

DR. HOLMES (the first night of her arrival after her
visit to Miss Cora Q.)—" How long has the little girl
been sick? "
JUNIOR —" These vases should be returned."
SOPH .—" Annie, stop talking your German around
here."

Mci I I owe en with the Seniors
The Juniors were in a state of mingled curiosity and
delight. It was Hallowe'en, and the Seniors were to
entertain. First of all came the mysterious invitations,
bidding you wait in some ghostly corner, arrayed in sheet
and cowl, until a kindred spirit similarly arrayed should
arrive and conduct you to the abode of the blest. This
place proved to be two of the large recitation rooms, beau
tifully decorated, where the reception committee waited to
initiate the visitor into the delights of the evening.
Cheerful fires burned in the open grates, casting a

bright glow over the scene. Suspended from the center
of the ceilings were immense apples which proved a source
of much merriment to the girls who attempted to " bob "
them. On either side of the rooms tables laden with
fruits and confections of all kinds tempted one in that
direction, and the further attraction of the lighted candles,
by means of which the length of one's spinsterhood was
determined, held the interest. Many other devices, new
and old, usual and unusual, carried out the spirit of
Hallowe'en; but the crowning feature of the evening was
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the " mystic chamber," where a ghostly prophetess un
folded the future to each. On entering this room, attend
ant shades conducted the seeker to the brink, seemingly.

of the bottomless pit, from whence a clammy hand reached
up to claim the grasp of good fellowship. After this try-

ing ordeal, the waiting attendants ushered the seeker
of knowledge to another corner of the apartment, where a
ghostly sybil, masked and grim, silently handed over a
written slip, on which was disclosed the future of the
applicant, who departed downcast or buoyant as the
nature of the prophecy was revealed.
It is a well-known fact that promptly on the stroke
of twelve all spirits are denied further time on earth,
recalled from their wanderings, and so, depart from the
haunts of men. On this night, as usual, the shades dis
appeared ; but this time they gave place to a crowd of
jolly girls, who gathered 'round the dying fires and
voted their stay in spirit-land one of the happiest occasions
of t h e y e a r .
JUNIOR.

Concerning Subjects.

W

HAT 'S in a name? " demanded Shakespeare,
many years ago. Ask the same question of
the writers of to-day, and you will receive
quite a different answer, for while a name
may be of no importance to the proverbial rose, it is con
sidered of the utmost importance in all forms of written
composition, whether play, book, or magazine article A
person necessarily forms some opinion, whether of like or
dislike, on hearing or seeing a subject. We know this to
be true from our own experience.

chose ' Obedience," as we had a few thoughts on that
subject: then we proceeded in this manner to write our
themes: hirst, we marked off a large margin, then wrote
down as tautologically as possible, and in a large hand
our few thoughts. Next we exchanged papers. In this
way we gamed suggestions; these we expressed in our
own words, and added to our first opinions. You rnav
imagine the result: A page and a half of wholly discon
nected thoughts. There are some subjects on "which, I
t nnk every student of composition at some time of her
hfe, has written. One of these is " Flowers," and the
t ieme on that subject begins something like this • " Who

Take, for instance, that form of composition with
wInch most of us are familiar—the theme. Our attention
and what ,s more, our good will, is secured at the start
by an attractive subject, and we are inclined to pardon
much m the theme itself. But there would be less to
pardon m themes generally, if the subjects were more
wisely chosen, or assigned, as the case may be. Could
interesting themes be expected on subjects like " Obedi
ence.
Self-respect," "A Sense of Honor"? Is it sur
prising that themes are handed in full of such inane
remarks as this: "To my certain knowledge, the man
who has a sense of honor is ten per cent, better off than
one who hasn't "? I well remember the time my class
was given a choice of the above mentioned subjects. We

" 0 t l o v e flowers ?
There are many kinds of flowers
some of which I will mention. There is the hollyhock,'
the larkspur, and the Marechal Neil rose. Honeysuckle
grows wikl." Other subjects are "Spring," "Cotton."
ie History of a Match, " The Story of a Lead Pencil "
Most young writers make the mistake of choosing too
broad a subject: they attempt boldly to write a history of
- orth America or of the French Revolution in two pages
Hie question of attractive book titles is an especially
important one. Call to mind those books of recent years
which have been most widely read, whose sales, as 'their
advertisements state proudly, have reached a hundred
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thousand copies; these books have titles that interest one
instantly, that set the imagination to working at once,
that suggest innumerable possibilities in store. An ex
cellent example of this kind of title is " When Knighthood
\\ as in Flower." I am sure we should not hesitate to give
as one reason for its marvelous popularity, its happy title.
However, all the books of the day are not so fortunate in
their names. We hear of many whose authors, it seems,
took pains to find titles with absolutely no meaning to
them, and no connection with the story. One reads every
day of such books as " The Absolute Identity," " The In
comprehensible Ego," " The Infinitesimal Truth." It is a
positive relief to see a sensible title like " Richard Carvel."
It is true that the custom of giving a book the name of
its hero or heroine is an old one, but it has the virtue of
being perfectly clear. I hope the time will soon come

when books with attractive titles will fulfil our expecta
tions. and when one can tell whether an article under the
head of " The Butterfly," for instance, is a scientific dis
cussion. or some school girl's verses like the following:

FIRST JUNIOR —" What makes the Seniors like
people who will listen to reason?"
SECOND JUNIOR —" Because it gives them a chance
to talk."

MISS PASLAY (to Caesar Class)—Miss Dixon, who
were the leaders of this civil war?"
W ILLIE —" Grant and Lee."

Miss ROUDEBUSH (to Miss Joyce)—" Have you ever
seen a scaly-bark?"
Miss JOYCE —" What is that—a wurrum?"

MRS. MOSBY —" What is a demagogue?"
BLANCHE F.—" Mrs. Mosby, you must be talking

THE BUTTERFLY.
(). butterfly with gauzy wing,
You do nothing but fly and sing;
Yon go from morn till dewy eve
And know not what it is to grieve.
You
^ on
You
And

do not live in hives like bees,
do not live like birds in trees,
simply go where 'er you please,
are ever, always, at your ease.

LALLIE MCQUISTOX.

about a demijohn."

TEACHER .—" Do you Study History
PREP.—" Yes. Mam."
TEACHER —" United States?"
PREP .—" No m—Hansell's."

DR. JONES (to Senior)—" Are you astigmatic
SENIOR—" No."
DR. JONES —" Then what is your trouble?"
SENIOR—" Stigmatism."

Mrs. Smith and Zoe (alone before the arrival of the
rest ot the class).
MRS. SMITH —" On est la class?"
ZOE
It is rather cool. I '11 lower the window."

1 he saddest words of tongue or pen
To me are not " It might have been."
The words that most my heart can shock
Are these: " (Jet up! it's six o'clock! "

80

Bach Society.
OFFICERS.

Corresponding Secretary,

Recording Secretary,

ETTA ATTVELL.

President,

ELSA DICKSON.

Vice-President,

MAMIE "WEEKS.

MAGGIE LAY.

Treasurer,
ETHEL POINDEXTER.

MEMBERS.
TAY' ALDRICH
ETTA ATWCLI
MARY ANDERSON
ALICE BACON

LOUISE CATCHING
ELSA DICKSON
ESSIE EASON
MONTE FRANKS

OLIVTA LAMPTON
LUCILLE LEDBETTER
ANNETTE LIMERICK
MAGGIE LAY

ENID RICHMOND
NETT.E ROMAN
WILLIE BELLE ROBINSON
AMALIE SYKES

STELLA BAYLIS
JKANNETTE BAKER

MELYSSA GRAY

BESSIE MAY BURBRIDQE

ETHEL CLARK
LILLIAN COVINGTON
MATTIE COIVAN

VIRGINIA MAXEY

BESSIE HAND
MALENA HEAD

JEAN MCLAURIN

ADELE HERBERT

MARGARET CANNONANNIE LAURIE CLARKE

MAUDE MABRY

ZUBA HAND

Lu Lu BELL
ANNIE HUNT BURBRIDQE

ANNIE LATIMER

FANNIE MCCAIN

MARY ELLEN HERRIN
ZOE HORNE

LOUISE MOORE

ELKNOR PEVEY

JOSIE JONES

ETHEL POINDEXTER

MARY JOHNSON

THKO POU

BLANCHE KNOX

GENEVIEVE POTTS

CORINNE LATHAM

IDA POTTS
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LIZZIE STENNIS
EMMA SIMRALL
JEROME SAGE
OLIVE SULLIVAN
KATE THOMASON
FANNIE TURNER
MARY ALICE WALLER
MAMIE WEEMS
JOSEPHINE WHITE
MARY ANTHONY YOUNG

History Hack Society.

I

I pant for music that is divine.—SHELLEY.

T was in 1895 that the Music Department of the Col
lege felt the great need of something by means of
which the pupils of that department might have an
opportunity not only of playing and studying a high
class of music, but also of hearing from some fine artists
that kind of music which is meant to develop the imagina
tions the feelings, the intellects, and the characters of
people. ^ 1his was especially needed, for at that time, as
well as m the few years following, real, genuine, classical
music was to some extent being replaced by that lighter
more frivolous kind which is commonly called " ra°time
But still, " True art endures forever, and the true artist
delights m the works of great minds." So with this fact
v?ew, some of the students decided to establish a
Musical Society, wUh the purpose of inspiring the girls
with a love for that which is highest, noblest, and best in
the world of music.
For a long time no name could be decided upon,
mally, after much thought, the name " Bach" was
chosen a name which all persons who have any knowl
edge of music whatever, have learned to honor and
reverence So n was with great pride that the " Bach
Society began its work with Miss Lucile Gibson, of West
i omt, the first and only graduate of the Music Depart

ment, as its president. Since that time the Society has
grown rapidly.
The Bach Society has two main purposes. In the
first place, it prepares its members for playing in public
by having them give entertainments once a month. Then
m the next place, dues are collected by means of which
artists are brought to the College to give recitals.
But the membership of the Society is not limited to
instrumental pupils alone, for we are not without the
nowledge of the fact that " the human voice is really the
foundation of all music." Some of our best pupils are
girls who by their efforts in vocal music have won great
admiration and praise from their fellow students While
there has never yet been a graduate in vocal music, Miss
Mary R. Johnson of the Class of '02 will be the younolady to carry off this high honor. She is to be congrat
ulated upon her great success.
In years to come, when a new music hall is erected
we are expecting great things indeed for the Bach
Society, and if the interest in this work continues to in
crease we do not doubt that the Bach Society of the
Industrial Institute and College will be one of the leading
factors of the South for the promotion of music.

Classes in zMusic.
INSTRUMENTAL.

OFFICERS.

MEMBERS.

ETTA ATWEI.L

MAGGIE LAY

President

MARY ANTHONY YOUNG
LILLIAN COVINGTON

M. A. YOUNG

ALMA BROWN

Historian

ETTA ATWELL

JUNIOR CLASS

VOCAL.

SOPHOMORE CLASS.

FRESHMAN CLASS.

BLANCHE KNOX
ELSA DICKSON
PEARLE HUBBARD
S e n i o r — MARY

MARIE CRITZ
BESS HAND
JOHNSON

J u n i o r — AMALIE
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SYKES

MAY ALICE WALLER
MAUDE MABRY

MISS M. L. BROWN, President
MARY JOHNSON, Secretary

—

AM AUK SYKES,
T reasurer

RUTH ABBOTT

ANNETTE LIMERICK
GEORGIA BEST

KATIE BEAN

THEO PON

LAURA CRITZ
ANNIE SMYTHE

AEYDA CARR

ANNIE LAURIE CLARK

ANNIE PERKINS

HATTIE MCCLANAHAN

BESSIE MAY BURBRIDGE
EEINOR PEVEY
STELLA BAYLIS
EUGENIA DIXON
BESSIE ECKELS

MARY JOHNSON

EDDIE GREY
KATIE BOYD GEORGE
PEARLE HUBBARD
MISS JOYCE

MAUDE MABRY

We 1] sing a jolly song to-day,
We '11 sing a jolly song;
We've sung for many nights and days.
And yet our throats are strong.
We ve sung of fun and work that's doneAnd all that is to b e But just rig-ht here we '11 raise a cheer
For our dear I. I. and C.!
And so you see to the I. I. and C.
Our love will never fade,
For well we know that all we owe
To Mississippi's aid.

AMALIE SYKES
NELL SAUNDERS
EMMA SIMRALL
BESSIE MILLER
ANNIE LATIMER
IDA DANIELS
LUCILE ARMOUR
ZOE HORNE
MINNIE M. THRASH

The Raven."
(With apologies to Edgar Allan Poe.)
Once upon a midnight dreary,
While I read and felt so " skerry,"
Upon top a lofty shelf
About six feet from the floor,
Through the transom, the hall light flashing,
Suddenly there came a tapping
As of some one g-ently rapping,
Rapping on my chamber door.
T is some girl that's-trying to scare me
Tapping at my chamber door—
Only this and nothing more.

Ah, distinctly I remember:
It was in the bleak December,
And I sat there limp and limber,
Freezing- every minute more and more.
Intently I dreaded the morrow;
Vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow,
Sorrow from my lessons—only four,
let enough to set me crazy
At the teacher's thrilling roar,
Increasing daily more and more.

The cold chills crept over me
When I heard the noises neai- me;
I hey thrilled me—scared me as I was
Never scared before;
And so to still the beating
Of my heart, I stood repeating:
" T is some girl that ' skeeting '
Up and down this first floor—
Some old g-irl who's not scared of meeting
The teacher on her floor;
This it is, and nothing more."

Presently 1 got sick and tired,
Opened the door and out I fired:
' Girls,'' said I, " whoever you are,
1ou stop knocking on my door."
For I felt just like slappingWhoever it was that kept on tapping,
And so very gently rapping—
Dapping at my chamber door.
" I 'Te just got enough ot it! "—
Here I opened wide the door,—
Hiss Puree!!, and nothing more.

' Then I thought of excuses
To ward off these abuses
From this tall and handsome woman
Standing at my chamber door.
Then with tears, my eyes suffused,
I got more and more confused,
And my tongue utterly refused
To speak words, to smooth things o'er,
So I stood there helpless,
With my eyes on the floor—
Subdued, as often before.

At that my blood ran chilly!
For truly I was scared silly
By the grave and stern expression
Of the countenance she wore.
Then I pondered, " This is not she I see,
For if it were she would certainly,
Ere this time, been in here after me."
But then the flashing light revealed to me
Miss Purcell at the door—certain and sure.
Then I thought: My neck '11 be broken
If some words are not spoken;
" Miss Purcell, I wasn't sitting
On the shelf right by the door.
I just kinder thought I ougliter
Get my room-mate some water
From the sink that's on this floor,
For you know she is awful thirsty."
But there she stopped me and gave this
" Fifty demerits—nothing more."
Of expulsion ever thinking,
Slowly I began sinking,
Little by little, until I got
Bight down on the bare floor;
At her very feet I fell
And loudly began to yell:
" Lady, please ma'am don't tell;
I won't do it any more.
This is the first time I ever did it;
I won't do it any more."
Quoth the woman, " Five demerits more."

Then in anguish I wildly said:
" I was so sick I was nearly dead,
So I tried to get some medicine
From that shelf by the door,
When the books fell off the shelf
On the floor, right and left,
Loud enough to put you deaf,
So terrific was the roar.
That's the cause of all this racket.
That it was and nothing more."
Quoth the woman, " Five demerits more."

Then, outdone, my meekness departing,
Cruel woman! " I shrieked, upstarting,
" I have done my best to reason;
I won't try it any more.
I have gone down on bended knee,
Trying to smooth it o'er to thee;
Acw I don t care whether you pity me
Or pile on demerits more and more.
Take yourself to other quarters—
Stop a-hanging round my door."
Quoth the woman, " Five demerits more.'

And that woman, never flitting.
Was the next night still sitting
On an old brown trunk
Ju-i outside my chamber door,
Trying to fill my soul with fears
And make me shed more bitter tears;
But I got tired of all those jeers,
So boldly opened wide the door,
Ar.d cried in accents loud and clear,
" When will you go away from my doer? "
Quoth the woman, " Nevermore."

And now my days of school are over;
I walk no longer in beds of clover.
I am not the defiant maiden
That I was before,
For the President of the I. I. and C.
Promptly sent for me
And gave me a ticket home, you see,
And such a lecture as you never heard before.
So now I sit at home alone and think with regret
That I can go back there no more—
Never, never, nevermore!
MARGARET HODGES.

92

Y. W. C. A.

T

HE Young Women's Christian Association is one
of the most beneficial organizations of the College.
It was established in 1886, and since then it has
ever done much toward developing the moral and
religious character of the girls. From a small member
ship during those first years of its life, the Association
has grown until now its membership numbers one hundred ninety.
In connection with the Association are the King's
Daughters' Circle and the Temperance Union. Other distinctively religipus organizations are the College Sunday
School, and th3*denominational Missionary Societies.

Treasurer
RUBIE ROACH
Librarian
ROSA STAINBACK
Chairman Devotional Committee . Miss S. C. MCLAURIN
Chairman Membership Committee . . MARGARET SCOTT

Y. W. C. A. OFFICERS.

OFFICERS TEMPERANCE UNION.

OFFICERS KING'S DAUGHTERS' CIRCLE.
Leader
Vice-Leader
Secretary
Treasurer

President
MARY ALICE EDWARDS
Vice- President
STELLA BAYLIS
Recording Secretary
MARY POTTS
Corresponding Secretary . . . MARGARETE ECKFORD

President
Vice-President
Secretary
Treasurer
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ETHEL POINDEXTER
NONA ARCHER
MABEE COMFORT
MARIE CRITZ

MARGARET SCOTT
MARY MONTGOMERY
MARY ELLEN MCFARLAXE
JEAN OLIVER

H

^Memoties.

E did not remember

,

how long it had been: years
f a r s ' ^ n .d y e a r s a g°. E seemed, when he had
met her Still it was all so plain to him, now
, fven after so many years he remember -d every
an< T

wSULhLd5X7„'he

a message of love and happiness; but he could not under
stand it. And on this day, when all the world lay in
beauty, when all the world seemed sad to him, she came
and with her—life.

whi,e ,
o
s
e
s she had

P..
had been forced to close its doors after the war He had
had a stern struggle m his efforts to rise above the circum
stances of his life, after he had left college—a struggle that
Sg e inat
left its impress on his character.
He could remember it all to-day,—the story of his
he a liulelTr, r f e m e ™ b ^ r b o w ' when his mother had died,
C u n g s o helplessly to his father.
Anrt
f
1 S1X r' ,
- d then when his father died, fighting nobly for the Lost
Cause, he had come home from College alone alone in
ymiifg e 5es V ° r I d

th3t

l0°ked

n°W

^ to his sad

i i
"^hen there had been a struggle to pay off old
debts How bravely he had struggled ! To-day, he could
look back on the effort without a pang of neglected duty
But oh, how lonely, how very lonely, he had been '
. . w a s spring; a clear, soft day when the birds were
singing as if their tiny hearts would break from very gTadtoTwI "l ^ r °!f? I o ° k e d t o heaven, and smiled." They
too, were gladI; and he alone was weary. Why did he live?
he had asked himself. Did he accomplish any lood?
Was it worth while this life of man's, so full of "sadness
of despair, of struggle? The birds and the roses whispered

A hen the stars came out, they found him where he
, n -. S I t t w g . : a l l , t . h e b r , ght day through; and he had a
, a
f !? s e m h i s h a n d 1 and he did not answer when
they called his name.
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OFFICERS.
BENNIE WILE GIBSON
Ford High Taster
MARY FLYNT . . . . G r a n d P r o p e l l e r o f t h e E l e v a t o r
CARITA BRINKER
Originator of Rapid Turns
LALLIE MCQUISTON . Revealer of all Sacred Mysteries

ANNE WILSON
Toast-Master
MOORE . Rord High Executioner of Auda

ELIZABETH

cious Intruders

ETHEL

Mender of all Bruises

CLISBY

When the toils of Latin o'erwhelm you
And almost whiten your hair,
Don't let anxiety o'ercome you:
Life's short; be happy and free from care

MEMBER.
MATTIE THORNTON

When fumes of noxious acids
From the Laboratory fill the air,
Don't get mad if they nearly choke you,
Hut laugh and say " I don't care."
When the girl yen love devotedly
Xow passes you with a ** Farthest Xortli " stare,
Remember there are others besides her.
And don't give the flirt a care.

L'EN VOL
This advice then ever take with you:
Of pain and anxiety beware;
lie good and you '11 be happy,
And untroubled by a single care.
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The Reubens ''

MOTTO : " Make hay while the sun shines."
FLOWER : American Beauty.
COLOR : Green.
MARIA LOUIS, YOUKG

Muster of Ceremonies

"POLLY" PARDEE
(when the teacher comes)
WILLIE DIXON .
'.
(Originator of excuses)

Chief S„orer
,
C
spokesman

ANNETTE UMKRICK . . .
Scene-Shifter
(Feast out of sight in two minutes)
Here s to the Reuben maidens four:
-May a teacher never enter your door
And disturb your blissful peace
Mhile, you're having- a midnight feast.

Yes-sir-ree!

Here s to the leader of the crowd,
And the maiden who snores so loud;
The spokesman too. and last but not'least,
The scene-shifter of the midnight feast.'

1
P
</?> ) l'i /

\r^

i;u

?

tnr

Here s to all four of you,
Y\ ith the wish, sincere and true,
That some time there '11 come a day
When you '11 have some one to " make your hay."

\r%

One of the peculiarities of our organization is :
IOO

Any one growing too stylish must resign.

German Club.
COLORS :

Pink and Black.

OFFICERS.
JRESIFNT

1 reasurer
T

,

CLAUDE MCQDISTOK.
ANNE W.LSON.

.

n A

„

„

LARITA BRINKER.

Leader . . .

^

ETHEL CLISBY.

MEMBERS.
VIRGINIA JIAXEY

JEAN MCLAURIN
MARGARET WALTON
ANNETTE LIMERICK
MAMIE WEKMS
SALLIE MCLEAN
AMALIE SYKES
ESTELLE GIBSON
MARY FLYNT
MATTIE THORNTON
LORA MILLER
KATIE BEAN
MARIA YOUNG
FRANCIS BICE
GENEVIVE POTTS
BESSIE HOL-STON
LAURA CRITZ
ZOE HORNE

J}

MARIE CRITZ

£

MAGGIE BAKER

EDNA DUNCAN"
ALMIRA PARDEE

LULA DUNCAN

MARY CHAMBERLIN
BELLE CHAMBERLIN
PEARLE HUBBARD
ANNIE PERKINS
NETTIE MAXWELL
BONNIE BELL TEAM
ANNIE PEYTON COTTRELL

LOUISE \\ ATTS
MARY ALICE WALLER
NETTIE BOBINSON
ELIZABETH MOORE
LALLIE MCQUISTON
BENNIE WILL GIBSONALICE BACON
STELLA BAYLIS
ESTELLE MORGANETHEL CLARK
ANNIE LAURIE CLARK
CARRIE LEE CRISLER
LOUISE MELTON
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Hustlers.''
COLORS:

Olive and Orange.

YELL.
Rip-Rip-Ree !
Zip-Zip-Zee !
Hustlers ! Hustlers !
I. I. and C.
Rah !
Abbott, Captain
Oliver, Umpire
Baker
Dunn
Enochs
Hider
Mitchell
Moore
Vaiden
Naugle
S&ne
-fifoa.no k<z
Pa..

I

Williamson
Robinson

Basket-Bail Team.
BENNIE WILE GIBSON

Captain

Annie Perkins
Mattie Thornton
Almira Pardee
Carrie Lee Crisler
Ruby Johnston
Mary Ellen Herrin
Mary Ella McFarlane
Mamie Weems
Zula Morris
Pearl Turner
Umpire

JEAN OLIVER

YELL !
Rah ! Rah ! Rah!
Sis ! Boom ! Bah !
Number One, Number One,
Ha ! Ha ! Ha !
COLORS :
MOTTO :

Navy Blue and Red.

Conquer we will,
For our Captain, Bennie Will.
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Echoes From the Chapel.
R. KINCANNON: " We have with us this
morning- a distinguished gentleman, a gentle
man who is already well known to many of you
and who, 1 know, will be glad to talk to you
for a few minutes. Without asking his permission, I will
introduce the Hon. Mr.
, of Lauderdale County."
GENTLEMAN : " Mr. President, Members of the
Faculty, Young Ladies: I have always considered my
friend Mr. Kincannon a truthful man, but this morning
my faith in him has been shaken. Last night he invited
me to come up to Chapel exercises and I consented to
come on condition that I was not to be called upon to
make a speech. You see, young ladies, what a predica
ment he has put me in. I am not a public speaker. I
never made but one speech in my life to a lady, and then
to only one listener. However, any man would be in
spired by this sea of beautiful faces which I see before
me this morning. Young ladies, you represent the future
womanhood of Mississippi—on you rests the future pros
perity of our State. Young ladies, realize this respon
sibility and fit yourselves for the duties that lie before you.
Young ladies, I am glad to have had the pleasure of speak
ing to you." [Great Applause.]
MR. KINCANNON : " We have with us this morning
another distinguished gentleman who is well known
throughout the State because of his interest in education
and his untiring efforts in behalf of the Industrial Institute
and College. I allude to my life-long friend, the Hon.

Mr.
, who has kindly consented to address you for a
few minutes."
GENTLEMAN : " Mr. President, Members of the
Faculty, Young Ladies of the Student Body: Mr. Kin
cannon has made no mistake in calling me a friend of the
Industrial Institute and College. x\fter my wife and
children, it is the thing nearest my heart. Nothing in
my public career as a member of the legislative body of
the great State of Mississippi has given me more pleasure
than the fact that I have been able to use my influence in
behalf of the College. I am proud of Mississippi, of her
public schools, of her great men, but above all, young
ladies, I am proud of this Industrial Institute and College.
It is not only the finest, but the first institution of the
kind in the South. Am I not correct, Mr. Kincannon?"
MR. KINCANNON : " In the United States."
GENTLEMAN : " The first institution of the kind in
the United States—in the world!" [Applause from the
I. B. C.'s.]
" Young ladies, you should realize the glorious
opportunities offered you here—opportunities and advan
tages that can not be equaled anywhere. If I had fifty
daughters I would send every one to the Industrial Insti
tute and College. In conclusion, let me assure you once
more that I am always ready to serve you individually or
collectively and do all in my power to advance your in
terests. I thank you." [Applause.]
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Puzzle Contest.
x1 avorite Sayings of Famous Feople.

ERE are the favorite sayings of fourteen famous
people.
No. ,, for example is Professor
Barrow s. Now give the rest.
(1) Rise—stand—pass.
(2) Now girls, how did we come to that?
(3) Eo, not a-tall, not a-tall.
(4) Criticise, please. Miss
Yes Whv?
V'
(5) Translate Miss
(6) Stop talking, girls.
(7) Did you look over the lesson?
Well,
4 you thought that, you thought wrong.
o 53Ve, y°U Permission
be out of your room?
(9) Stand up. Stop studying, and sing.

(10) \\ e have with us this morning—
(11) Anything that has fullness is a ruffle.
(12) Come in, Miss
. How is vour father? Yes
I am rushed to death.
'
'
'
(13) 1 will give you one d
.
(14) \\ hat's your trouble, Miss
the il

1 PeTn, sendm§ the correct solution to
the above puzzle and also a short summary of Green's
S1' y,0f, Jngla"d.(not more tha» ten (10) lines), will
be awarded the position of elevator boy at the I. I. and C
or the year 1902-03. Send your solution and the tenline article to the Business Manager of MEH LADV
Columbus, .Mississippi, not later than May 29 1902

Chronicle.
Opening of School

September 27th, i y o i .

Arrival of Oranges

Marriage of the " Little Minister," October 10th, 1901.

Callaway-Orr Reception

Senior's "Ship" came in laden with Bananas,

Peyton Reception

The Fair

January 20th, 1902.
January 23d, 1902.
February 7th, 1902.

October 12th, 1901.

Holiday in Honor of the 22d . . . February 21st, 1902.

October 31st, 1901.

Last of H2S Fumes

Hallowe'en Entertainments,

March 1st, 1902.

Midnight Serenade from the Bathroom, March 1st, 1902.

October 31st (12 p. m.), 1901.

"Spooks"

March 2d, 1902.

Thanksgiving Services, etc. . . . November 28th, 1901.

First signs of Spring

March 2d, 1902.

Signing of the " Great Petition " . December 2d, 1901.

Examinations

March 3d, 1902.

Examinations

December 9th-i6th, 1901.

Reading by Mrs. Ruth McEnery Stuart (under

Granting of the " Great Petition," December 17th, 1901.

Auspices of the Callaway-Orr and Peyton

Christmas Holidays .... December 2otli-29th, 1901.

Literary Societies)

Visit of Legislators

January 1 ith-i4th, 1902.

April 1st

" At Home " to Senior French and German Classes,

Examinations

January 18th, 1902.

Commencement

ioy

April, 1902.
What ? ? ?

Fazewell.
My dearest friend and I.

thou understandest all my thoughts,
My every action too;
I is sweet, this heartfelt sympathy
Which thus exists 'twixt thee and'me,
And so makes one what would be two;
Thou judg-est never falsely, nor
My motives misconstrue,

O, why, in ail this world so great,
Should we be chosen by grim Fate
To vent her wrath upon! O, why,
With us, should sorrow dwell,
And smile give place to sigh!
Ah! thou dear one, couldst thou but know
What blessings in the name
Of all that's pure and sweet and true
to me thou 'st brought in softest hue,
More precious than the glare of fame'

O. tare thee well, most loving heart!

Some solace shall I find,
A hile lonely here I sit and grieve,
In the fond thought of what thou "It leave
^ Stamped 011 my soul and mind,
There to remain, despite my tears,
Unchanged by lapse of years.

Thou couldst not think thou 'dst wrought for nam
:ht.
^oi lived this life in vain.

IIESSIE WEAVER HOUSTOX

Ou.f
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Important t o know what we d o in
Busy H ours.

Lowndes County Shoe Co.
Sole Agents in COLUMBUS, MISS., for

Sf/Off ro/z

Our specialties are Badges, Medals, and Chains.
In Diamond Work we make Pendants, Brooches, Marquise, Prin
cess, and Solitaire Rings.
Our Prices and Superior Workmanship zvill prove our ability to
compete.

"The College Store"
Needs No Introduction to I. I. & C. Students
dlvery item o/ Dry Soods and

BUDER BROTHERS

7/otions,

M a n u f a c t u ring Jeweler s

anteed to satisfy

57 Main Street,

COLUMBUS, MISS.

and every

IPair of

Shoes bouyht of us are yuar-

THE

IRION COMPANY.
S U C C E S S O R S T O IRION 3. LUGLI.

H OT E L ,

T h e

C O L U M B U S , M I S S I S S I P P I

Corner

C O M M E R C I A L

IRew . . . Spacious
Comfortable
Modern Improvements, Electric Lights, Call Bells, Etc.
Rates, $2.00 and $2.50 per day.
J. T. GLTN TER

Proprietor.

WAMmtb
r, ,

.

Dealer in

Corner

0

F

Y

a

0

DRY GOODS

"

A

N

C

Carpets and Reliable Shoes
Agents for the I. I. & C. Uniform Materials.
Complete Assortment in Store at Lowest Prices.
SEND IN YOUR ORDERS.

Especial and Prompt Attention Given to College Orders

MAYO & WEAVER,
H>rescdption
^Druggists
Dealers in Fine Chemicals, Perfumes, and Druggists' Sundries.
Corner Main and Market Streets,

COLUMBUS, Miss

Hanks ffitirMmtrr (Lmtpamj
North Market Street

COLUMBUS
M1 s s 1 s s 1 p p i

Heavy and Shelf Hardware
Agricultural Implements
Stoves and Ranges
DELFT . ENAMEL . WARE =©a

T. (i. OWEX * FLORIST
C o l u m b u s , Mississippi
Nine Large Greenhouses

QUETS, FLORAL DESIGNS.

Unirtablr Plants

PALMS, POTTED LILIES,
AZALIAS, ROSES, ETC.
CABBAGE, CAULIFLOWER, TO
MATO, EGG, AND PEPPER.
ITE FOR PRICE-LIST.

irasnuablr lullrs Z
CORRESPONDENCE
JOHN

SOLICITED.

R. CAW

(CnLimtws,

D . P. B R O W N
=^Market Street

-

C O LU M B U S , M I S S .

ESPEC IAJ . ATTENTK >X
< ;f y f x t o
C< >EEE(1E < )RT>ERS
.J* .Jt

Fine
F R A N K L I N

roses'carnations'wedd,ng b°u"

Sprnratilir fllauts

Largest and best equipped plant South.
Fine Roses and Carnations my specialty. I grow them in large
quantities. Also Lilies, Chrysanthemums, etc.. etc.
Orders for Entertainments, "Weddings, and Floral Designs solicited.
Plants: Twenty Choice Chrysanthemums, $1.00; Two-year-old Roses.
$2.50 per dozen.
Have large assortment of Palms, Ferns, and other plants usually
handled by florists, including Annuals and Vegetables.

FRESH FRl'ITS
REFRESH I X( i I >R I X KS
I )EEK L( >FS
k i ;s

QJnt jFlnforo

.J*

C[c»iifecticmer|j

A CO.,

O pen from June 2 j d to September loth
M APLKI Il'RST
C(ITTAG K

COLUM BUS
MISSISSIPPI
•

Staple anP jfancp Procerus

20

Ramble Avenue,

CHAUTAUQUA, N. Y.

Present Address:

COLUMBUS, MISS.

M u s . A_.

IS.

McGEORGK.

A PICTURESQUE SCENE IN VIRGINIA
NEAR THE HOME OF ROBERT E. LEC.

The Department of Science and Literature is comprehensive
and thorough,

dlniutstrial
dlnatitutr
anb (£nUrgi\

The Departments of Industrial and Fine Arts are designed with
a view to making Mississippi women self-supporting,
The location is healthful and buildings well-equipped,
Tuition free in all departments except that of Music,
Eighty-seven A, B, Diplomas and three hundred and forty-two
Certificates of Proficiency issued since its organization,
Cost of all expenses connected with Boarding Department less
than ten dollars per month to Mississippi girls,

Founded in 1883.
Session of 1902-3
September 1 7th to June 3d.

The Normal Course is complete, Great demand for graduates
and proficients frcm all departments,
For catalog or any information, address the President.

E

